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woman who marches through his pages — yet one scarcely wants 
to gaze upon a procession of such women. Hawthorne depicted 
her but once ; Mr. Boughton has seemed inclined, like Mr. Reade, 
to repeat her indefinitely. 

It has been said of Mr. Boughton's works, too, that they do 
not seem so much " to have been painted, but to have slowly 
brightened through a tender mist, and to have just stopped short 
of attaining complete distinctness," and there is much truth in 
this characterization of some of his pictures which have been ob- 
jected to on the ground that they were too elusive, that the mist 
had not sufficiently cleared away from them, and that they were 
too pale and dim. To a certain extent this criticism may be true 
and just, though it does not apply to the work we copy ; but it 
has undoubtedly a certain charm, and can not be cited as a grave 
defect when, as in the case of Mr. Boughton, it is not adopted to 
hide defects or feebleness of drawing or conception. 



HAPPY DAYS. 

Mr. Charles Chaplin, one of whose pictures we engrave 
for the present number of The Aldine, is no stranger to our 
readers, and those who recall his " Broken Lyre," heretofore pub- 
lished in our pages, will have no difficulty in recognizing the same 
hand in the present picture, different as the subjects are. The 
former represented, it will be remembered, a young girl seated or 
reclining on a bank ; her hands interlocked upon her lap ; her 
dress, the gauzy drapery of summer, nearly torn from her body 
by the storm which, as the fiercely lowering sky shows, has just 
sprung, up around her ; beside her lies her lyre with broken 
strings ; Love hides his tearful face in her garments, and the but- 
terfly, emblem of the soul, lingers uncertain whether to leave her 
or to remain until the storm shall have passed. The whole idea 
is that of the precious first love of a guileless maiden which has 
been won and then cast away by some careless or unprincipled 
adventurer seeking only to amuse himself for a season, reckless 
of the suffering his actions may cause. The picture before us has 
a totally different explanation. It shows us the happy mother 
folding in her arms her infant, who is, in turn, even more happy 
in its childish play, thus forcibly illustrating the popular notion 
that the days of childhood are at once the most innocent and the 
most happy of our lives, a doctrine to which we were never able 
fully to subscribe. Childish troubles seem light to us ; but so do 
ours in most cases to children. A certain French princess is 
reported to have said, when the first mutterings of the revolution 
were heard in the popular clamor for bread, that she wondered 
"why the people should make such an outcry about wanting 
bread, when they could buy such beautiful cakes for a mere trifle 
at the confectioner's." And, by a parity of reasoning, we are 
always inclined to wonder why children should be so disturbed 
about matters of ; such trivial moment, when we know of such 
greater perplexities which await them. 

We have said that in the two pictures referred to it is easy to 
trace the same hand, and we think no one looking at them will 
doubt our judgment. In the first place, there is such likeness 
between the chief figures that one could fancy, without any great 
stretch of imagination, that the matron in the later picture was 
only the girl of the former arrived at a more advanced age and 
crowned with the honors of maternity. To be sure, the one is 
more blonde and the other more brunette ; but there is, so to 
speak, such a similar dissimilarity in their attitudes, expressions, 
forms, and even their dress — or want of it — that we forget any 
mere differences of complexion. The child in the second picture, 
too, might very well be taken for the Cupid of the first, minus his 
wings and in a changed position. There is also an identity in 
handling, in the peculiar character of the background, and notably 
in drawing, which we do not think one of Mr. Chaplin's strongest 
points. He is very fond of putting as little drapery as possible 
upon his figures ; he " addicts himself," to use a French phrase, 
chiefly to the figures of women and children, and so secures the 
fullest scope for the exhibition of skill in drawing and knowledge 
of anatomy ; but it seems to us that in these particulars his zeal 
sometimes outruns his knowledge or his capacity for execution. 
There are faults in the drawing of each of these features in both 
the pictures mentioned which could scarcely escape the notice of 
any careful observer, and yet they are both admirable pictures. 



Where, then, it may be asked, are we to look for the source 
of his undoubted popularity ? To which we may reply by point- 
ing to the picture before us, and demanding where can be found 
more feeling, or a more vivid expression of maternal love and 
protection and of childish glee ? It is this life, this soul, which, 
infused in all his work, has given Chaplin his place among artists, 
and has insured his success in spite of any minor defects in draw- 
ing or coloring — defects which may in a measure be traced to the 
example of his master Drolling, whose influence may be traced in 
his work, although he is far from being a mere copyist or imitator. 
Among Mr. Chaplin's pictures brought to this country we may 
remind our readers of his " Preparing for the Bath," the property 
of Mr. Charles Stewart Smith, of New York, which was exhibited 
in the Centennial Loan Exhibition at the Academy of Design, 
and " Prayer," a small six by four inches picture which was sold 
in Mr. John Taylor Johnston's collection, bringing $390, a very 
good sum, considering that it was sold early in the evening, before 
bidders had " warmed up" to their work. Mr. Chaplin deservedly 
has his admirers, and has equally deservedly won the great honors 
of his profession. He has been thrice medaled in the Paris Salon, 
the last time in 1865, in which year he also received the ribbon 
of the Legion of Honor ; and he certainly deserves these honors 
better than many to whom they have been awarded. 



HAYING. 

There is no season of the year more thoroughly charming 
than the month of June, in which occurs most of the hay-making, 
or " haying," as it is colloquially called, a common scene in which 
operation forms the subject of Mr. Steeple's picture. May is, as a 
rule, a treacherous month, especially in its earlier days, and July 
is too hot ; but June comes between with warm, genial days, clear 
blue skies, and gentle breezes laden with the indefinite odors 
borne from the forest, meadow and hillside, when the thousand 
flowers of summer are opened to the sun, when the bee is gath- 
ering the fragrant material for his winter store, and when all the 
work of the vegetable world is in its highest state of activity 
stimulating the animal kingdom, including man, to equal displays 
of energy. It is then that such scenes as the one depicted in the 
engraving are to be met with along all the by-roads in the coun- 
try, although, alas ! the ruthless inventor, with his constantly 
increasing number of labor-saving machines, is fast taking from 
the process of hay-making all its poetry. Time was, when the 
grass being pronounced fit to cut, there was din of preparation in 
the great barn. Scythes were taken down from the long pegs 
whereon they had hung since the last season ; the curiously 
twisted snaths were examined to see that every screw and ring 
was in place ; favorite whetstones were brought from cunning 
hiding-places ; grindstones slowly and creakingly revolved, and 
small boys sweated with much grumbling in turning them, while 
the long, curved blades grew bright and sharp with the friction ; 
and finally, on the eventful morning, the farmer headed a proces- 
sion of stalwart mowers, each carrying in orthodox style the 
weapon which was presently to go slithering through the grass 
with that peculiar, pleasant hissing sound which the mower him- 
self was often compelled to imitate with his lips in a sibilant ac- 
companiment. Then came the turning of the long swaths, the 
raking into winrows, the cocking, and then the taking home 
which our artist has depicted. There was fun and romance in all 
this ; but machinery has now transformed the whole affair to a 
mere matter-of-fact operation of cutting down, curing, and get- 
ting to the barn of a certain amount of grass in a given time. It 
is hardly fair to call it hay-making now. And we blame the horse- 
rake as the cause of all this loss of poetry. So long as hay was 
raked by hand, and especially by the hands of women and girls, 
there was always the possibility of an idyl in every meadow ; but 
the horse-rake drove Maud Muller out of the field, and it was not 
in nature that man should not then invent some machine which 
would enable him to get through his work more quickly, and so 
get back the sooner to the vicinity of the house whither Maud had 
preceded him. So the good old scythe was hung up in. the apple- 
tree for the last time ; even the pitchfork has been made to go by 
horse-power, and the glory of " haying " has departed. We shall 
not at all wonder, indeed, to see old Father Time depicted in the 
spelling-book, for the benefit of the rising generation, as driving 




HAPPY DAYS. — After Chaplin. 



